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SONG OF THE BIRD
The sky pours its light into our hearts,
We fill the sky with songs in answer.
We pelt the air with our notes
When the air stirs our wings with its
madness.
O Flame of the Forest,
All your flower-torches are ablaze ;
You have kissed our songs red with
the passion of your youth.
In   the   spring   breeze   the   mango-
blossoms launch their messages to
the unknown
And the new leaves dream aloud all
day.
O Sirish, you have cast your perfume-
net round our hearts,
Drawing them out in songs.
(Disclosed among the branches of trees,
suddenly lighted up> boys repre-
senting champak blossoms.)